DROPPED FROM THE CLOUDS.

to the intrepid Harding, can be better pictured than de-
scribed. It was too evident that they were powerless to
help him. They must wait with what patience they could
for daylight. Either the engineer had been able to save
himself, and had already found a refuge on some point of
the coast, or he was lost for ever ! The long and painful
hours passed by. The cold was intense. The castaways
suffered cruelly, but they scarcely perceived it. They did
not even think of taking a minute's rest. Forgetting every-
thing but their chief, hoping or wishing to hope on, they
continued to walk up and down on this sterile spot, always
returning to its northern point, where they could approach
nearest to the scene of the catastrophe. They listened,
they called, and then uniting their voices, they endeavoured
to raise even a louder shout than before, which would be
transmitted to a great distance. The wind had now fallen
almost to a calm, and the noise of the sea began also to
subside. One of Neb's shouts even appeared to produce
an echo. Herbert directed Pencroft's attention to it, add-
ing, " That proves that there is a coast to the west, at no
great distance." The sailor nodded; besides, his eyes
could not deceive him. If he had discovered land, however
indistinct it might appear, land was sure to be there. But
that distant echo was the only response produced by Neb's
shouts, while a heavy gloom hung over all the part east
of the island